particulars 2 
Tom Corrado 


again, for you... 


Do thou stand for my father, and examine me 
on the particulars of my life 
William Shakespeare, Henry IV, Part I Act II, Scene 4 


You're taking notes on the straight and narrow 
as the detritus of a life 

crashes the weight of a wake... 

Act One Scene One: 

You search for younger days: 

riding a balloon-tire bicycle through the streets 
and into fields of dreams 

appropriating clichés with reckless abandon ... 
Each day up and out and into the fray 

following the yellow brick road 

into ... and beyond... the Great Beyond... 

You balk at the thought of yet another move 

to guell restlessness while off-script 
odysseyites bleed the shoot in a New York minute 
tooling along coastal roads on café racers 

bells whistles lace-up leathers ... 

You speak in tongues to pick-up gamers 

gaming the small diamond 

in view of a creek that runs through the woods 
on its way to the river ... the magic and mystery 
of your roadhouse expertise 

tipping tampered scales 

back when coupes were the rage 

and radio stations - the few - had to be dialed in 
by turning a dial... 

There was something about the radio static 

that made you engage interior monologues - 

iron clad center stage wordless soliloquies 

with you toggling obscurantisn 
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stepping up to the plate with a full count 
mimicking the black and white colorways 

of radio silence ... 

You seek salvation - fresh and focused - 
behind Razer glasses 

tweaking the list of odysseyites 

docked for cleaning the roundabout 

imagining a four-score and twenty return 

on a tracking device that breaks free 

of the dream you obsess over with a randomness 
whose silhouettes clutter 

the performance space with overtures 

that beg smoke and mirrors ... 

This will have to do, yes? ... 

This apparition of sliding into decrepitude 

as if your time capsule of an apartment 
belly-flops the water shredding the pages 

of your future perfect waking life... 

Why page through wrinkles? ... 

It's late but what is time? ... 

and here comes the morning up the garden path 
to help with turning the soil 

for excited plants ... and songbirds, too... 
Go ahead ... Go in... Can you imagine? ... 
Yes, things will come into play, I suppose, 

and, yes, one day, the ashes will pass Go 

but now you're here ... filling with wonder ... 
Green teal... Don't forget the green tea... 

It will help you clear hurdles with happiness ... 
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You leave in the early hours ... 

head adrift in autofictions 

memories of costumes 

worn by people of the high Urals... 

You ride falsified credentials 

into the countryside 

open to the sound of your tiny cabin 

on the side of a hill above a river... 

the river you swim in and kayak on 

between your missions-impossible ... 

Ghosts keyboard the voices in your head... 
Books kindle your world in the words 

of odysseyites trafficking in incidental phrases 
and ads for river cruises... 

At dawn most days you rise 

to patch leaks in the clouds 

with an awesomeness that grows 

as if your carouseled life 

had been nominated for an Oscar ... 

Yes, we are all suspect 

riding victorious in white chariots 

Grawn by white horses 

parading through streets ... 

earwormed with the caveat 

All glory is fleeting... 

prompting you to reconsider life's Rolodex 

Oh, to be in England now that April's there... 
Here's to April's blizzard 

as tray feeders become hightrafficked areas 
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echoing George C. Scott's Patton... 

It was here, the battlefield was here... 

A grackle flexes its wings ... impressing no one 
bill tilts abound 

all shapes and sizes and ages scatter 

with the arrival 

of a needle-beaked redbellied woodpecker 

while inside, the cat chows down on a dictionary 
dribbling words from his chops ... 

The meaning of this and that 

has left the building 

on African war pachyderms 

crossing the Alps to Hannibalize Rome ... 

A takeaway box and a paradigm shift 

and the boiler's red eye reset button eyes you 
as if through a glass and darkly 

in the darkness of the basement ... 

The voices in the walls guest the power outage 
with live links for the woe begotten 

waving both hands in the air 

using a twisting movement ... 

You complain about street stares 

the nomenclature of being neither here nor there 
a life of surreptitious appropriation 

of egress odysseys misgivings 

but without which the self-indulgent 

Click dead links 

waiting for a remake of the opening scene 

to Beckett's Act Without Words... 
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Postdocs duped into defending their proofs 

on the 10-yard line are given the day off 

to search for moments of joy... 

It's not without benefit, is it? ... 

There's always the captivation of a demi plié... 
And then you continued with furthermore 
adding to the incomprehensibility of Legos 
when noodling riffs as ammo 

for grandinasters at square one... 

But it's not... Regrettably? ... 

Accumulating insignificant raptures? .. . 

You think it possible? ... 

There are enough connections to engage a default 
with purveyors of copper wiring cashing out 
when storm clouds blunder in... 

And why is that? ... No idea 

but it's right here in my pocket protector ... 
Always one to do it up right, yes? ... 

I suppose so, if I must... 

Have you ever done things that you wouldn't do 
under normal conditions? ... 

Freakishly normal, yes ... in the company 

of tight ponytailed cowboy shirts ... 

The script failed ... to no one's dismay 

so we packed up the snake oil van 

and slithered out ... 

As if today's sky is an accident ... 

Naysayers think it hopeless... 

propose derailments ... 


Fantastic scenes with smudged erasures ... 
You retrieve the moment ... 

Your inner Rapunzel dyes her roots bright red... 
That should do it 

humming Al Along the Watchtower 

with odysseyites knighting old heroes 

brought in to trash gloom... 

Credits flatten the teleprompter's ennui... 
Roots enflamed, you become unshatterable 
conducting tours of the herbarium 

at the botanical garden... 

bench pressing your weight 

between go-betweens ... 

Several strange leads 

appear on cue from installations 

and reappear one by one as if in an infinite loop 
while outside an out-of-sorts vehicle 

makes its way along a narrow one-way street 
depositing memories 

on one chipped stoop after another ... 

Long haulers reconfigure goodbyes ... 

There is no other life ... 

Promises are shredded ... 

Irrevocability tabled... 

The difference jolts you awake 

in the middle of your siesta 

filled with hounds nipping at the darkness ... 
Your lines recall with impunity 

late night walks through scripts 
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costumed in OCD baiting your next subject ... 
reporting the outcome to the moms and pops 
infiltrating the neighborhood .. . 

The world fills with dubious auditionees .. . 


You're onstage translating blue book innuendos ... 


Graffiti artists recruit Zamboni drivers 
for the latest in homespun contortions ... 


Every day you write down a color for emphasis ... 


It sometimes works ... 
You admit to appropriating yourself ... 


You are known to reluctantly relinquish reserve ... 


The day quibbles intensity 

and is recalled for safety violations... 
Knowing full well desire's amplitude 

fuels your compassion 

for one-armed bandits with performance anxiety 


climbing in a hot air balloon, belching symbols ... 


the same 32 symbols with few exceptions 
scribbled by ancients on cave walls... 
Your visions incubate playoffs 

as odysseyites seek shelter 

from misappropriations ... 

A free ride looms ... 


the dumplings, ah, yes, the dumplings, continue .. . 


You return remarkably from your incision 
into hubris which unchecked could have blown 
Chromebook's cover ... 

Blueness strolls elsewhere 

while a disaffected second assistant director 
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toggles a capacity for resilience 

against despair ... 

He too will eventually post ... 

Rinsing your mouth after using a puffer 
impresses a starlet known for her brake pad bails 
while using a random text generator 

to fill in memory gaps... 

How back from elsewhere in blue suede shoes 

you loitered to grab caffeine 

with @ camera obscurist trained in plate tectonics 
misplacing a memo on night sweats 

with a minor leaguer 

who had to follow an instruction sheet 

for stonermasons .. . 

Fast forwarding 40 years you find yourself 
among the original cast members 

bloating come-ons for moving-up day 

in a city of somnambulists ... 

The sky cloudless (which here means nothing) ... 
Memorable hamlets ... and ink... 

guid-pro-guo under the skin of a woolly mammoth 
mooring across a Russian novel 

with a grandmother inviting you in 

for 'voodka' and borscht .. . 

High heels catch-as-catch-can 

hemming and hawing to make it into the finals 
with a jump shot paradigm shift 

while sniggling softly in tantric rapture ... 

Tt was time... but time for what? ... 
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There are too many times 

and the clock is of no help... 
You don't know what to do... 
You fill with indecision ... 

A keyboardist taps for a return to Wordstar ... 
Waiting in a waiting line 

you throw caution to the wind 

and go food shopping ... 

The aisles speak in foreign tongues ... 

You feel alien... 

Free samples are thrust at you... 

You begin reciting aloud a monologue 

you thought you had forgotten 

but then it popped into your head 

in the condiment aisle... 

a monologue from your faux halcyon days 
when you looked forward 

to nights of howtos and what-ifs 

in storefronts stuffed with tchotchkes 

piled high by functioning hoarders ... 
There's more but it won't let go 

of the tip of your tongue ... 

Shoppers aim their iPhones at you... 

The supermarket begins to close in on you... 
an experience reminiscent of your time served 
in boostered state office cubicles ... 

You press the Escape key ... 

There was little sense in doing the math ... 
Enough arrived .. . the pleasure 


At. 


climbing but falling off before peaking ... 

as incomplete as the scribbled code 

bobbing in the runoff... 

Your experience with choral groups rings in... 
A diatribe of dead ends redirects you 

to return to streets marked One Way 

with all the trappings 

of cutting, splitting, and stacking wood 
impressing the making and unmaking of sense, 
the how not the what of knowing ... 

You wake in a Beckettian landscape ... 

Basement tapes voice allegations 

of foreplay and aftplay in the cemetery miniseries 
that didn't make the cut... 

Yes, the hills are alive... 

But, hey, let's not forget there's more to it... 
A conductor with baton raised 

ready to start time 

opens the throttle to begin the first movement . .. 
the clocks smirk 

and the bottleneck at the back door 

shortlists someone soloing as a prelude 

to the sarabande circling the roundabout ... 

A semblance of your former self 

searches scores for an earwormed progression 
that holds the clock's breath 

real-timing a chase scene 

while trying to snag a moment of immortality 
with ospreys on the breakers 
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at the tip of the Cape ... 

Another perfect day... 

Your younger self tries to elbow in 

but you surprise the doubting Thomases 
with a crossover dribble 

and set the stage for another take on 
Long Day's Journey Into Night 

conceived in one of the dune shacks 

you visited followed by high tide 

and an arpeggiated welcome 

by the plano player at The Moors 

who upon seeing you shouted Shipwreck/... 
You envision a write-up or a white-out 

but words are slow 

which is OK because odysseyites on holiday 
are standing down 

waiting for the call 

to exercise their right to farm 

with its green light ignoring nuisance lawsuits ... 
You're at loggerheads 

deconstructing time and loving it... 

so why shouldn't the exasperated in the green roon 
pay homage to last month's winners 

in the Pick Up Stix Contest 

for fast casual Asian cuisine? ... 

You sleep with jealousy and run red lights 
bronzing conjugations of fornicate 

trying to pump the impression 

of laughing through intersections .. . 
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Scribbles aside you paddle to the middle 
and sketch the shoreline ... 

The sun sits between timeouts... 

It's all about staying the moment 
finding a script with starting blocks tailor-made 
then moving online for subtleties .. . 
You got rid of most of it 

at the transfer station ... but some things 
are difficult to part with... 

Sticking to your fingertips 

when a storm approaches for example ... 
Seeing them in your rearview mirror ... 
And now, they're dancing on the roof 

the angle making it impossible 

for you to let go... 

Undaunted, U-Hauls speak volumes... 
Have you been here before? .. . 

Your appearance bodes well 

for the extended forecast ... 

Were there enough corrugations 

to keep pachyderms 

occupied for the duration? ... 

The shore can be therapeutic, yes? ... 
Especially the white sand... 

It's not just that though ... 

There's something else .. . but, what? ... 
Insinuations jump out of the woodwork 
without regard for the other players 

in this mini-drama 
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set to stream Saturday evening somewhere ... 
You fall asleep watching Scenes from a Marriage 
(for the umpteenth time) 

and wake to a brighter palette: the confluence 
of material, brushstroke, support, scale... 

how music can jack the spirit 

the change in your pocket filled with memories 
the exchange of emails shepherding new worlds ... 
Running on the fumes of texts excites ... 

This time you have read the manual 

studied the expressions on their faces 

reviewed your notes, practiced survival skills 
as suggested by counter staff 

at Dunkin’ and Starbucks .. . 

They too are familiar with the sketches you shared 
and seem to understand your reasons 

for trying to get it all down... 

You pass the rigor of bicycle days, 

coaster brakes waiting behind package stores, 
ifs, ands, buts triangulating the derivatives 
barely visible through outtakes, 

armatures buckling under symbols shape-shifting 
with wait staff, your chalk drawn and ready... 
The mathematicians of your half-life 

are talking their way 

through the axioms on Knife's Edge 

the conjectures at Herring Cove 

the theorems along the Hudson 

hustling you past 
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the rentals, SROs, condos, two-families ... 
the faces in the windows of doublewides 
reflecting the ambiguity of your words ... 
Your rewrite fills an amphitheater with iterations 
of the same person... a stranger... 

You were told this would happen, yes? ... 
You're not sure it's a question 

and you're trying to convince yourself 

that you couldn't care less 

but you know that you do... 

You know that lately it's been a rabbit hole 
and that in the dream you drilled down 

to your old neighborhood 

now in disrepair 

and confided to your friend who died 

of a heart attack on the tennis court 

30 years ago at 39... 

The afterimage brought you to your knees 
and has been texting you incessantly ... 
You've said you want out... 

So you put aside the question in question, 
and think again about Alice, 

in disguise, in your dream, 

wearing one of those huge hats 

in the manner of the Red Queen 

carrying on about why words can be made to mean 
so many different things 

which reopens the door to the conundrum 
waiting for you in the fun house mirror ... 


16 


You begin telling a funny story then stop 
insisting your delivery is off a few cents 

as if you were comparing musical pitches ... 
You assume tomorrow will arrive as scheduled 
with makeovers and callbacks and returns 

for the part chosen from scraps of paper 
blowing around the gazebo ... 

There was a time... 

Forget it... That was back when timetables 
ran the show and the button 

signifying the next move was visible to all, 
even those in the nosebleed section ... 

You remember a room (of one's own?) with a view 
and something about a Gold Coin or Golden Coin 
or a man with a golden arn... 

The scene with the last supper 

was not the first ... 

Foodies .. . always foodies - thinking a world 
of impastos and gouaches 

a world where mistakes can be sent back 

to the kitchen... 

a world before eBay and confusion 

and scads of videos coloring the silence 

of conversations with (significant) others ... 
Teshigahara's Woman in the Dunes, 

the air salty at the outermost house, 

the Pilgrim Monument's 100th, 


replaying the obvious for the off-center crowd ... 


And, of course, the scripts, always the scripts, 
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to consider to edit to create 

grounded in minor electronic compositions, 
a few improvised or composed on the fly... 
You connect the dots, ignoring the numbers, 
and find a topography of damage, 

the breakdown lane 

scattered with shattered dreams, 


recognizable fragments littering the culvert ... 


You begin counting backwards from 100 

as your mother suggested years ago 
intimidated by the absence of footholds 
yet eager to move on... 

Are you happy with whom you've become? .. . 
With the self forged by past events? ... 
You're not one to look back... 

You grab your backpack, leave the room, 
and begin the trek, mindful of the signposts 
for love, for betrayal, 

for the bagpipes’ eerie call... 

The voices in your head continue .. 
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